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But from close ivory hives she flew                        5

To suck the aromatic dew

Which from the neighbour vale distils,

Which parts those two twin-sister hills.

There feasting on ambrosial meat,

A rolling file of balmy sweat                                10

(As in soft murmurs before death

Swan-like she sung) chok'd up her breath:

So she in water did expire,

More precious than the phoenix' fire.

Yet still her shadow there remains                    15

Confin'd to those Elysian plains,
With this strict law, that who shall lay
His bold lips on that milky way,
The sweet and smart from thence shall bring
Of the bee's honey and her sting.                         20

AN HYMENEAL SONG, ON THE NUPTIALS OF

THE LADY ANNE WENTWORTH AND

THE LORD LOVELACE

BREAK not the slumbers of the bride,
But let the sun in triumph ride,

Scattering his beamy light;
When she awakes, he shall resign
His rays, and she alone shall shine                     5

In glory all the night.

For she, till day return,, must keep
An amorous vigil, and not steep
Her fair eyes in the dew of sleep.

Yet gently whisper, as she lies,                         10

And say her lord waits her uprise,

The priests at the altar stay;
With flow'ry wreaths the virgin crew
Attend, while some with roses strew,

And myrtles trim, the way,                 15

Now to the temple and the priest
See her convey'd, thence to the feast;
Then back to bed, though not to rest: